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The stained-glass man stooped to sniff a rosebush.

" Yes," he said ; " it suits me very well. I get lots
of time for my art work."

" That must be very interesting," said Shelton,
whose glance was roving for Antonia; " I never
managed to begin a hobby."

" Never had a hobby!" said the stained-glass man,
brushing back his hair (he was walking with no hat);
** why, what the deuce d'you do ? "

Shelton could not answer; the idea had never
troubled him.

" I really don't know," he said, embarrassed;
" there's always something going on, so far as I can
see."

The stained-glass man placed his hands witriin his
pockets, and his bright glance swept over his com-
panion.

" A fellow must have a hobby to give him an interest
in life," he said.

"An interest in life?" repeated Shelton grimly;
" life itself is good enough for me."

" Oh 1 " replied the stained-glass man, as though he
disapproved of regarding life itself as interesting.

" That's all very well, but you want something more
than that. Why don't you take up woo^-carving ? "

" Why should I ? "

" The moment I get fagged with office papers and
that sort of thing I take up my wood-carving; good as
a game of hockey."

" I haven't the enthusiasm."

The eyebrows of the stained-glass man twitched; he
twistfed his moustache.

" You'll find not having a hobby doesn't pay," he
said; " you'll get old, then where'll you be ? "